BARBARIAN STORIES

Wolf said to Haldor: 'I never thought we should
get clear of that so well/ Haldor grunted and signed
himself. 'Saint or not/ said Wolf, 'it is a queer thing
that not one of us has his eyes out!' Then he said:
cHarald is looking very grim. I would not like to be
the Greek, man or woman, who met him now. He
will be thinking of his girl soon. I wonder what way
he will think of her now!'

They got back to the Varangians' quarters, up a
walnut tree and over a garden wall. The Guards were
uneasy. They did not know quite what had happened
to their Harald and his friends: they did not believe
what anyone told them, and they had seen nothing
themselves. Some were wandering about, talking
and quarrelsome, others stood round the grindstones
putting an edge on sword or axe, and in the main room
a good many of them were keeping up their spirits by
pounding on the floor with sticks and singing the
earliest and simplest of the Varangian songs:

I went to Micklegard,                        .-*

Micklegard,

Micklegard,

South - south - to Micklegard

And my name is Thorgrim Odd!'

Then the three came in, and in a minute they had
all rushed round, first shouting*and then quiet, to
hear what was to be done, and what vengeance to take
on the Greeks.
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